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THE SHARP METHOD.—IT WORKS WITH ANY BOARD OF ALDERMEN. 
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SPECIAL NOTICE. 


Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cially copyrighted, and its contents protected by law. We have 
no objection to the reprinting of paragraphs and articles, where 
Sull credit is given; but we cannot permit the reproduction of 
our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 





INDEX TO VOLUME XVIII. 
is now ready, and can be had on application at this 
office, without charge, or will be mailed to any address 
gratis. 





NOLICE. 

Our attention has been called to the fact that certain 
persons are soliciting advertisements for interleaved 
copies of Puck, which they profess to circulate in large 
numbers, Our advertisers are hereby notified that we 
have no connection with any such schemes, and are not 
responsible for any promises made by the persons re- 
ferred to. KEpPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


‘T° the Republican Business Man.—Dear Sir: 

Certain Republican journals, some of 
which you perhaps may read, are trying to 
make you believe that President Cleveland, in 
refusing to accede to the demand of the Senate 
for certain papers now in the possession of the 
Executive, is doing something which he ought 
not todo. We propose to ask you to look at 
the facts in the case, and to judge for yourself 
whether or no the President is in the right. 
You need not consider the fact that the Presi- 
dent is a Democrat and that you are a Repub- 
lican. That has nothing to do with the matter. 
The only question before you is this, is he right 
or wrong? 








* 
* * 


As an intelligent man of business, you can 
argue out the case for yourself In the ordinary 
course of affairs, the President sends his nomi- 
nations for vacant offices to the Senate. The 
Senate accepts or rejects these nominations as 
it sees fit. The Senate has the privilege of go- 
ing into “executive session,” as it is called— 
namely, of holding a secret ae it 
discusses the fitness of the person ‘nomi- 
nated for the place for which he is proposed, 
The Senate, thus assembled, may hear any docu- 
mentary testimony which any of its members 
may choose to bring before it. This, you would 
think, ought to be enough to enable any body 
of intelligent men to decide on the merits of 
an appointment. 

* ’ * 

But the present Senate, or at least its Repub- 
lican membership, has demanded of the Presi- 
dent all the papers in his possession that in any 
way bear on the appointments under consider- 
ation—and not only the papers bearing on the 
appointments, but all such as in any manner 
relate to the suspension of the officials whose 
removal has necessitated the appointment of 
others. And to this demand the President has 
replied, briefly but politely, that he will be 
happy to let the Senators have access to any 
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official papers that may be of use to them; that 
private and unofficial papers they may sof see; 
that he will give them all the assistance they 
may need to determine the fitness of the candi- 
dates whom he presents for their consideration ; 
that the law gives him the right, and makes it 
his duty, to use the power of removal from of- 
fice “within his discretion,’ and that he means 
to use it, and does not propose to have his 
action reviewed by an adverse majority in the 


Senate. 


* 
* * 


That is all there is to it. You can judge for 
yourself if it is an “arbitrary assumption of 
power,” or anything of the sort. It is simply 
an assertion of aright enjoyed by Grant and 
Garfield and Arthur. The right is one founded 
on principles of simple common-sense, You, as 
a business-man, know that there are many com- 
munications which might be properly addressed 
to you, and which you might with propriety re- 
ceive, concerning the character or the actions 
of men in your employ, which would be most 
improper communications to make public, or 
even to show to any other person. Such a sys- 
tem of privilege and confidence is necessary in 
every business—in the public business as well as. 
in all others. That is one reason why we have 
an Executive Department as well as a Legisla- 
tive. When the Senate goes into executive ses- 
sion, the session is private, secret and confi- 
dential. We are not discussing the question 
whether a legislative body has a right thus to 
assume a purely executive, prerogative; but we 
speak of the fact to show that the Senate knows 
that the word “executive” implies a claim to 
the exercise of private judgement. 


* * 

Suppose that you were on the nominating 
committee — or election committee, or what- 
ever it is—of your particular business exchange. 
Suppose that John Smith’s name were presented 
for your consideration. Suppose that William 
Jones, a merchant and a gentleman of the high- 
est standing, wrote you a private note, saying, 
for instance: “‘I have no positive accusations 
to make against Jones; but I know, and think 
I ought to tell you confidentially, that he is 
tricky in his dealings, and that I suspect him 
of dishonesty.?’ Suppose that, at the same 
time, James Brown, a,notoriously bad charac- 
ter, also wrote to you privately, accusing Jones 
of some villainy. And suppose that the mem- 
bers of your exchange demanded that you 
should hand over for their inspection every 
scrap of paper you possessed that had anything 
to do with the nomination or rejection of Jones 
—would you hand over those papers? No, you 
would not. Well, the President does not do 
that sort of thing, either. 





We are pleased to note the remarkable im- 
pudence of the present Board of Aldermen. 
We look upon it as a good and hopeful sign. 
It reminds us of ‘T'weed’s “What are you going 
to do about it?” That settled Tweed. He 
had gone too far. He had got the patient, 
careless, negligent, thick-hided, thick-headed 
people angry. ‘The Aldermen are getting to 
be so outrageously and idiotically impudent 
that it looks as though they might ena by doing 
the same thing. We devoutly hcpe and trust 
that they will. For then, and then only, will 
the people that they have systematically robbed 
and outraged and insulted have a “spasm of 
virtue,” and likewise a spasm of horse-sense, of 
grit and of determination, and rise up and put 
the plunderers in the penitentiary, where they 
belong. 


A little over a week ago, in the early gaslit 
hours of the Sabbath morn, a policeman, dis- 
guised as a rustic, entered a well-known and 
unlicensed house of entertainment, and acted 
his part so well that his disguise deceived the 
attendants. One of these, a woman, sold him 
a glass of liquor, at his urgent solicitation. 
Then he arrested her, and she was held for 
trial. If her case ever comes into court, she 
ought to be promptly discharged. This is the 
most flagrant case of police masquerading that 
has recently come to public notice; but there 
are many more of the same sort. It is no part 
of a policeman’s duty to play the spy, or to be 
the private detective of the temperance agita- 
tors. And it is certainly no part of his duty to 
tempt ignorant women to commit crime. There 
is no manner of excuse for such official immo- 
rality as this—it is worse than the worst of illicit 
rum-selling. 





THE WINDs of March across the meadow blow, 
And on your cheeks excite a rosy glow, 

And whirl your hat adown the dusty street, 
And almost lift you roughly off your feet. 


But soon the angry winds of howling March 
Will cease to agitate the oak and larch, 

And April on the scene will softly look, 

And ‘ bust” the chaste arbutus by the brook. 


And after showery April flits away, 

And each bright object ’s songful as the May; 
When robin in the dogwood gaily toots, 

And the old Shanghai in your garden roots— 


But this is far too bright a song to sing; 

*T will be two months ere summer waves her wing, 
Yet, in the meantime, if you ’d have good luck, 
Just go and buy the ANNUAL OF PUCK, 


Or the gay PickINGs, First and Second Crope; 
Nothing the sale of either ever stops: 

They give you from your woes and cares surcease, 
And cost a quarter of a dol. apiece. 
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THE MINCE-PIE. 


“THE mince-pie is fair to look upon, pleasing 
to the palate, and interesting in its effects, 
‘There are two brands of mince-pie: the mince- 
pie of commerce and the home-made mince- 
pie. ‘The mince-pie of commerce is sometimes 
fearfully, wonderfully made, and public confi- 
dence in it is weak, ‘The home-made mince- 
pie is deep, full-chested, and gives off an invit- 
ing odor. It is full of one thing and another, 
and is the most reliable nightmare hatcher that 
is made to tempt the palate of poor weak man. 
One plain, innocent-looking mince-pie will fur- 
nish a large family with more than enough 
nightmares to go around three or four times. 

I am a slave to the home-made mince-pie, 
though I well know its wicked ways. Time and 
again I have sworn off from allowing it to trifle 
with my feelings—have said I would not look 
upon it when it was ripe and gave its seductive 
odor to the air—but some thoughtless person 
would place a large piece of it in my way, and 
then I would sit down and open my counte- 
nance to it. The large piece of home-made 
mince-pie would pass away, and then I would 
feel the weight of remorse, and of all the other 
things of which a full-chested home-made mince- 
pie is composed. And in the silent night strange 


forms would come and sit on me, and otherwise | 


amuse themselves with me. Ghosts of creditors 
long since gathered to theirfathers would come 
and shake hands with me, and ask if f were go- 
ing to settle before the general resurrection 


Robbers would come, and, taking me playfully | 


by the throat, would ask me where my coupon- 


bonds were hid, and untutored red children of | 


the forest would come and want to cut my hair 
with a carving-knife. 


Once | slept with a personal friend who had | 
I did | 


recently filled himself with mince-pie. 
not know about the pie until morning, or it 
should not have happened. He was a large, 
able athlete, and his nightmares were heavy- 
weights. Along in the dark and silent hours I 
woke suddenly to find him sitting on my bosom, 
and with both hands grasping my sunny locks. 

‘¢ Villain!” he cried, in a hard, cruel tone of 
voice: “I have you at last!” 





THE AGE OF HAND-BOOKS.—NO. 








I told him he had, but, if I could help it, it 
should not occur again, 

I waked him with difficulty, and persuaded 
| him to assume a more comfortable position. 
Again I was roused to find he had wrapped all 
the bed-clothes about him and gone to the ex- 
treme edge of the couch. As the mercury was 
below zero, I remonstrated against that arrange- 
ment; but later, when I found my friend labor- 
ing under the delusion that he was cornered by 
a mad dog, and that 1 was the mad dog, I was 
sorry I had disturbed him. 
| Before consenting to share my couch with a 
| friend or a total stranger, I now invariably ask: 

“Have you eaten of mince-pie since last 
week ?” 

If he says he has, I do not trust him. One 
of my sound New Year resolutions is to not trust 
the victim of the mince-pie in the silent watches 
of the night. 

I have all the excitement I need with my own 
personal mince-pie nightmares, 





Scotr Way. 


GUESSED IT AT ONCE. 
as You look sad, sir,’ observed the country 
barber, sympathetically, to the patient 
in the chair: ‘* Phenomenally sad. Member of 
the theatrical company, sir ?”’ 


‘““ Yep.” 

“Ah! Heavy tragedian ?” 

‘“ Nop.” 

‘Ah! yes. Iknow. Sentimental lover, sir?” 
“ Nop.” 


“Qh! yes. I knew it at once. Had lots of 
experience, sir, with actors. I’m a great judge 
of human nature, too, sir, if 1 do say it. You're 
the comedian, and that’s the reason you look so 
sad. All you funny-men look sad off the stage. 
' You are the comedian, are you not ?” 

** Nop.” 
“No? May I ask, then, what you do?” 
“ Post bills.’? 
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A Morro For FEATHER-BED MAKERS— 
Never Pluck Your Goose Before It’s Ripe. 
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‘T’d like to get hold of the man that wrote this ‘* Complete Sportsman’s Guide” for about five 
minutes. Here I’ve been tramping around all day, and ain’t even seen a rabbit-track yet!” 








FELICITY. 


= cat sang’on the back-yard fence, 
Whence all but she had fled; 
I seized my stock of common-sense 
And flung it at her head; 
I flung my best habilaments, 
My chair, my feather-bed; 
Yet still, with passion quite intense, 
With strange contorted lineaments, 
That cat sang on the back-yard fence, 
Whence all but she had fled. 


I spoke with strange grandiloquence, 
In coaxing tones I plead; 
My boots were gone—my last defense— 
My Sunday hose had sped; 
All things or petty or immense 
Found lodgement on the shed. 
The feline wondered much from whence 
They came; but still, with grief intense, 
She sang upon the back-yard fence, 
Whence all but she had fled. 


She roused two other residents— 
I oft had wished them dead, 
For they were music-loving ‘* gents,” 
And dwelt above my head. 
They seized their stringéd instruments, 
Which stood hard by their bed— 
They played with wondrous eloquence— 
With one vast how! of pain intense 
That feline fled afar from thence: 
She sings no more upon our fence, 
But on a loftier eminence— 
Our next-door neighbor’s shed. 
E. FRANK LINTABER. 


MARCH Is the original wind-bag. 


THE Missinc WitL—Billy Moloney, 

‘THE First dry-goods house in the United 
States is in Calais, Me. It is the first on the 
left as you come across the bridge from St, 
Stephen, N. B. ar 

A WELL-KNOWN SCULLER was recently very 
indignant on@eading an account of himself in 
a newspapéf in which some compositor caused 
the paper to state that the aquatic star’s ears 
[instead of oars] were of pine and eight feet long. 

WE FREQUENTLY read of a calf being born 
with two heads, but it is always in an obscure 
town down South, and never in Williamsburgh 
or anywhere near New York. Come to think 
of it, these calves belong to the double-skull 
race, don’t they ? RF 

Ir you offer an office-boy fifty cents to walk 
up to the park with a small package for you, he 
will assume a long sour cast of countenance, 
and will tell you he has something else to do; 
but give him twenty cents, and tell him to ride 
up with the package and back, and he will start 
off and walk every foot of the way there and 
back, to save the car-fare for a couple of pack- 


ages of cigarettes, 
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OLLENDORF-ICATED POETRY. 





New DELIGHTS AND NOVEL SuURPRISKS FOR ALL DE- 
VOTEES OF THE MUSE. 
L 
MONG recent literary announcements ap- 
pears the following: 


** Louise Michel has, as is well known, dabblec. a good 
deal in poetry, and a collected complete edition of her 
poems will shortly be issued by Oilendorf.” 


Ollendorf, there is hardly need to add, is 
the vivid romancist and accomplished polyglot, 
whose name is familiar to all who ever have 
tackled the grammar of the foreigner, or wres- 
tled with the seductive phrase-book. ‘That he 
is versatile and a genius it would be an insult to 
the intelligence of the reader to suggest; but it 
is not generally known that he publishes poems. 

Those familiar with his style will feel a not 
unnatural curiosity to see what a poem would 
look like after he had translated it. I have re- 
ceived advance proofs of a large number of the 
poems of the best-known English authors, after 
having been submitted to his process, which 
appears to be that of Liebig reversed. A care- 
ful perusal inclines me to the belief that Ollen- 
dorf feeds his poems on dried apples and warm 
water, with a desiccated unabridged for dessert. 
‘The result shows that this master of languages has 
not lost his grip since the days when he exuded: 
“ Has the green cat’s mistress seen the aunt of 
the purple dog’s master ?” and other equally de- 
licious morceaux which have convulsed and 
anon asphyxiated the civilized world, 

In his poetical sleight-of-hand there is none to 
whom he may be compared. He is Ossian, the 
irreverent but picturesque New York reporter, 
Walt Whitman, ‘lennyson in his later and most 
Earl-ish moods, the Sweet Singer of the Chi- 
cago stock-yards, and Bulwer II., (of Wayland, 
N. Y.,) allin one. His touch is strong and sure 
—the effect unequivocal, 

‘There is no silly regard for the rules of rhyme 
or rhythm, metre is ignored, and Ollendorf is as 
free from all the harassing restraints of ortho- 
dox methods of poetical composition as Attor- 
ney-General Garland is from the despotism of 
the swallow-tail coat. 

‘The result is blank verse, done in the fimiliar 
and easily grasped colloquial form, with plenty 
of local color. His ingenuity is equal to every 
emergency —-otherwise he would not be Ol- 
lendorf. 

The greatest thoughts, the most ennobling 
sentiments, the eternal verities, the breath of 
flowers, the touch of love, are all alike brought 
within the reach of the mentally impecunious, 

A few examples from the proofs will suffice 





as illustrations of the Ollendorf-icated method 
as applied to familiar authors. ‘There is no need 
of offering a reward for identification, if one is 
careful to keep the original and the Ollendorf- | 
ication chained or glued together. 


Mary had a little lamb, 
Its fleece was white as snow, | 
And everywhere that Mary went | 
The lamb was sure to go 
—Mrs. Hemans. 

Are you the sacred white Jumbo of the great 
and only show (entertainment) that clergymen 
delight to receive cards to go into without ex- 
penditure of money ? 

1 am not the sacred white Jumbo, nor the 
colossal black Jumbo that is dead; but 1 am 
the sheepkin (amateur sheep) of the little Miss 
Marie. 

Are you the sheepkin that devours the empty 
can of the area yard as the piéce de résistance, 
and gorges itself on the lurid (many-colored) 
hand-bill of the Jumbo show for dessert ? 

No, I am not that kind of sheepkin; but | 
am all wool and one yard long, and I am white- 





washed. 


Do you ever ride on the Avenue Sixth’s Le- 
vated tramway ? 

No, I do not ascend stairs to journey in rail- 
way-coaches; but to what place or all places 
that the little Miss Marie visits, I tag (escort) 
at the little Miss Marie’s heels behind, 





Art is long and time is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 
—Longfellow's **Psalm of Life.” 


Is the one glass of beer to the man of thirst 
too much elongated ? 

No. ‘The one glass of beer is short, but the 
panorama of the picture-painter is long. 

Does the messenger-boy run races with the 
lightnings of the heavens ? 

No. ‘lhe messenger-youth goes-as-you-pleases 
with the Coney Island’s crab; but ‘Time gets 
there (reaches your destination) even ahead of 
the enterprising and genial undertaker (funeral 
furnisher). 

Do our hearts have musicales like Pitti-Sing ? 

No. Our hearts do not have the “ Mikado”’; 
but they do perform like a whole biass-band the 
“Dead March in Saul” en route to the cre- 
matory. 





I am thy father's ghost. 
— William Shakspere. 


Are you the awfully English dude who ad- 
dicts himself to the Delmonico act (attaches to 
the place without inflating [making bigger] its 
profits), while wearing coat-tails that are not 
unanimous (on the same line) ? 

No. Iam not the awfully English, Delmon- 
ico act, anti-unanimous cocktail dude; but I 
am the spook of your maternal parent’s husband, 
returned. on a business trip from the Whence- 
ness of the Where. 

° Noau Count. 








TIPS ON TOPMOST TOPICS. 











Mest physicians claim that if people would 

leave the table feeling hungry, instead of 
gorging themselves, there would be fewer cases 
of dyspepsia. It is not necessary for those who 
board to cut this out and paste it in their hats, 





Ir 1s stated by an authority that melons are 
of Asiatic origin; but from the reckless manner 
in which Ethiopians expose themselves to bull- 
dogs and buck-shot to secure them, one would 
naturally conclude that they first grew in Africa. 





WE CAN realize that it’s an ill wind that blows 
no one good when we see a German band 
breaking its jaws on “Sweet Violets,” and the 
roaring March wind bearing it in the opposite 
direction. 





A WESTERN GENIUS recently stated that he 
could work a buzz-saw with his eyes shut. He 
finally got it at his fingers’ ends, and now he is 
a letter-carrier. 





Ir 1s rumored that Evarts blows on a cornet 
that yields no sound several hours every night, 
to keep the muscles of his jaw in good hard 
condition, : 

MARCH compels énany men to uncover in its 
honor, If March could talk as intelligently as 
it can howl, it would probably say “ Hats off!” 

CUCUMBERS BEING originally a tropical vege- 
table, people will understand why they usually 
hit them in the equator. 








A Raitway Accipent— A R. R. Official 
Happening to Know When the Train Starts. 





_ WE sHOULD think an occasional dose of bone- 
set would be a godsend to the shad. 


IT WAS SUNDAY MORNING— 





He couldn’t Find his Shaving-Brush Amywhere. 


But his Cook Went to Church that Bright 
A. M. with a New Pompon in her Bonnet. 








Why Can’t the Safe-Builders Decorate their Wares 


~PUCK.« 
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ART NOTE. 





























with Appropriate Designs, Calculated to Turn the Burglar and the Bank-Cashier from the Paths of Vice? 





HORSECARCERATION. 


(Third Term.) 


ING! ting! 

I hear these sounds as I open my front door. 
I hastily slam it behind me, and tear down the 
street. A glare of thin ice upon the sidewalk, 
combined with its normal slope toward the gut- 
ter, causes me to make considerable leeway in 
that direction, and brings me vis-a-vis with trées 
and lamp-posts at intervals. I clutch these fran- 
tically for an instant, and plunge onward. [ 
overhear my style of pedestrianism discussed 
with a freedom that I should resent in moments 
of greater leisure. Finally I reach the car, and 
drag myself aboard, 

In that instant I recall the fact that, in chang- 
ing my trousers, I neglected to change also the 
contents of the pockets. I have no money, and 
the conductor is a new man. With an inco- 
herent apology I get off the car, and walk back 
to my house. 

I have to wait some time on my return, 
While doing so I become painfully conscious 
of my umbrella. It is a back-number, out-of- 
print umbrella, that I brought home from the 
office last night. How shabby it does look by 
daylight! Its shabbiness grows on me to such 
an extent that I let the next car go by, because 
I see several acquaintances aboard. 

I let the next car go by for the same reason; 
and the next. 

At length I board one that is filled with ab- 
solute strangers to me, as I think. ‘Too late I 
discover, seated in the corner, Brown, our junior 
partner. He regards me with some surprise. He 
is thinking that I ought to have been at the of- 
fice long ago. So I would have been but for 
this umbrella. He has not yet noticed the hor- 
rid thing, thank heaven. I wouldn’t have him 
see iton any account. He isso particular. I 
convey it, therefore, to the furthest side of my- 
self from him, and lean it against the seat. It 
can no more be concealed than a boiled dinner, 
but there, at least, it is less conspicuous. 

“TI beg your pardon—is this umbrella yours ?” 
It is the voice of my neighbor, who has noticed 
the ungainly thing standing next him, and who 
thus hastens to forestall any misconceptions on 
the subject, and to vindicate his respectability. 
I blush vividly, but am forced to admit the de- 
grading proprietorship. As I stammer forth 





this damaging admission, I see the eye of the | 
junior across the way fixed very earnestly upon 
the gamp. I hastily cover up as much of its 
ugliness as I can, and look out of the opposite 
window with so successful an affectation of 
pleased interest that several people turn around 
and look vaguely in the same direction. I steal 
a look at Brown. He is still looking at that 
umbrella. 

en | 

I can stand it no longer. I catch his eye, 
and say to him, hysterically: 

“Ha! ha! By Jove, is it not the most absurd 
thing? Do you know that some one ran off 
with my new twenty-dollar silver-handled Eng- 
lish silk last night, and left this disgustingly 
shabby old wreck in its place? Ha! ha!” 

“Indeed!” said Brown: “Will you allow 
me? Ah, I ¢hought I was not mistaken, It zs 
my old gamp. I beg ten thousand pardons for 
having so annoyed you. This is yours, | pre- 
sume.”’ 

He produces a small cheap silk with a bat- 
tered plated handle. Everybody laughs. | 
truthfully disclaim its ownership, to the very 
evident disbelief of Brown and the rest. ‘They 
all think that I was lying about the magnifi- 
cence of my umbrella, and am ashamed to 
acknowledge the sordid reality. Brown evi- 
dently regards my frantic attempts to conceal 
his property in the most unfavorable light. All 
regard me as a liar— many as a thief. 

At this moment the conductor, in a moment 
of forgetfulness, demands my fare for the sec- 
ond time. I explain that | have paid, and he 
pretends to remember; but I feel that in the 
eyes of all present I have sunk to the level of a 
dead beat. 

I am very unhappy. Even Brown’s old um- 
brella has undergone a change, now that he 
holds it. It no longer looks shabby, but vener- 
able. The one ke called mine lies in the straw 
at my feet. A polite stranger enters, and, in 
ignorance of the preceding circumstances, picks 
it up, and says to me, courteously: 

“ Your umbrella, sir, I think.” 

A roar of laughter greets this remark. 

Ting! 

I rise and fly. Far, far behind me I can 
hear the conductor, as he calls: 

“Here, hi, there! Your umbrella! Hello! 





Hi!” 


Ting! ting! F. E, Cuase.  ! 


FACTS IN NATURE. 





TUDENT.—What is the latest discovery in 
repeating-rifles ? 

Proressor.— The Tarrytown burglaries. 

S.—Can you read a man’s business in his 
face? 

P.—Sometimes. A barber has almost always 
a shaving mug. 

S.—What is the locust ? 

P.—It was one of the plagues of Egypt, and 
is the plague of nocturnal New Yorkers. 

S.—What is the most intelligent insect ? 

P.—The ant is said to be. 

S.—1 know one that is more so, 

P.—What is it? 

S.—The spelling: bee. 

S.—Why are coals screened ? 

P.—So that the purchaser shouldn’t see the 
light weight. 

S.—What is the best kind of “ cablegram” ? 

P.—Old-Creole days. 

S.—What is meant by “ devouring informa- 
tion’? 

P.—I presume, eating it like a book-worm. 

S.—When a Mormon woman is sealed to an 
apostle, how should her marriage-certificate be 
engraved ? 

P.—It should be engraved on steel; nothing 
else would properly show the hard lines. 

S.—Why is the matrimonial link always al- 
luded to as a fetter, and never as a hand-cuff ? 

P.— Because he has put his foot in it. 

JuLiaAn Macnus. 


A PROMINENT MAN is never recognized on 
the street after the daily paper has given his 
picture to the public. This may account for 
the recent bold robberies in the suburbs. 





WHEN THE wind blows your hat off and whirls 
it a mile, 

That ’s the time to set sail for some tropical isle, 

Some island ’way off in a bright Southern sea, 

Where the lily all day rocks the amorous bee, 

And the breeze is weighed down with the scent 
of the rose, 

And a whirlwind of dust never flies up your nose. 





WHEN THE Chinaman becomes a compositor, 
he will most likely prefer a rat-office. 











THE SLIMY FLAPPER. 


T was an afternoon of a silent gray day in the 
latter part of February. I can remember 
well the melancholy sweetness of the solitude 
that lingered on wood and field,.and made lone. 
some the very scenes that usually knew noise and 
bustle. It was many years ago, and I don’t 
think I could have been more than twelve years 
old, but the peculiar stillness and silence of that 
afternoon impresses me to this day. I went out 
to take a stroll in the woods, where I expected 
to find my companions, As I walked along a 
beaten path, I could not help noticing the mo- 
tionlessness of every object about me. The trees 
stood as silent as flag-poles; not a leaf moved 
among the many that still clung to the branches. 
The kings of the forest seemed as stationary and 
lifeless as pieces of furniture set about a room. 
And there was-not a sound. Not the cawing of 
a vagrant crow, or the snapping of a fallen twig. 

I walked along without hearing my own foot- 
falls. A feeling of fear suddenly crept over me, 
and I was seized with the presentiment that 1 
was being followed; for I frequently turned and 
looked about me in all directions, and listened 
patiently but in vain for a single sound to break 
the weird charm. If I could only have heard 
the screech of a wild bird I should have felt 
that [ was not alone, and not a thought of evil 
would have haunted me. I began to look for 
quite a while at the ground, and then suddenly 
look up among the branches, to see if both were 
equally motionless. I could not discern any dif 
ference. It seemed as if the inanimate world 
had been struck dead. 

I felt as though I might momentarily lift the 
pall that I could ‘feel, but could not see, by 
shouting at the top of my voice, and frighten- 
ing into flight any birds that might be perched 
in the neighborhood; but this I feared to do, 
as I felt it would arouse the woodland monsters 
that existed in my imagination. I held my 
hands over my eyes, for the quiet darkness was 
less desolate to me than the soundless day. 

Finally, to elude the pursuer who I fancied 
was skulking stealthily behind me, believing 
that [ did not hear him, I broke into a run, 
and traveled as lightly as possible, that he might 
not hear me, and only learn of my flight by 
finding me out’ of the range of his vision, I 
could not turn and go back without meeting 
him, and I did not dare to attempt to go around 
him circuitously, for fear of falling into his slimy 
clutches, I pictured him as being a large splay- 
footed quadruped of black, mottled with brown, 
with expressionless, cold, smoke-colored eyes. 
I thought he could run without making a sound, 
and that he could be within a few feet of his 
victim without the latter’s knowledge. Ithought 
that his slowness of locomotion was the feature 
to which he owed his success, and that it was 
his incessant plodding that enabled him to 
pounce on his victim when the latter considered 
himself far beyond his reach. 

I called him the Slimy Flapper, because his 
large splay-feet seemed to flap in the air. As I 
said before, he made no sound, but you could 
see his feet flap. I was afraid to look around, 
for fear he would make me faint or unable to 
move with a look of his cold gray glassy eyes. 
I ran perhaps two miles without stopping, and 
when I looked behind me I could see no trace 
of the Slimy Flapper. That satisfied me that he 
was moving slowly but surely after me. 

The only thing that would set him off my 
track was to break the awful silence and gloom 
that haunted the lonely ashen wood. The Slimy 
Flapper made no noise himself, and could not 
bear noise. When [ stopped running for breath, 
I stood on an eminence that lookea down upon 
along frozen pond. ‘The ice was black, and 
smooth as glass; but still its polished surface re- 
flected the trees, which seemed as moveless in 
this natural mirror as they did in the hushed air, 











DE PROFUNDIS. 
The Pleasures of Residing in the Submerged Districts. 


ABOVE.—Freddy, dear! 
BELOW.— WHAT ??? 








ABOVE.— Come right up to dinner; the Simpkinses have come. 
: BELOw.— Well, you'll have to go ahead with the feed, and tell the Simpkinses that important business de- 
tains me down-town. I can’t let up on this infernal bailing. If I do, there won't be any fire in the furnace. 





Ah, what weird repose rested on the bosom 
of that sunless day! It seemed night with the 
darkness omitted. Gray wood, gray sky, gray 
day—all combined to remind me of the fatal 
smoke-hued glassy eyes of the Slimy Flapper. 
How could I break the silence! I saw a stone 
that I might hurl on the ice, and make sufficient 
noise in that dead calm to turn the Slimy Flap- 
per from my trail. But what was my horror, 
when I attempted to pick it up, to find that it 
was frozen into the ground! I found in my 
pocket a “lucky stone” that I had carried for 
many a day. This I hurled on the thin ice, and 
it bounded along, making a hollow crackling 
sound, The bounds of the stone became shorter 
every time, until the sound seemed to grow in- 
to a hollow mocking laugh, which would only 
cause the Slimy Flapper to redouble his efforts 
to catch me before nightfall. As soon as the 
sound of the stone died away, all nature was 
muffled into dumb repose as before, and I turned 
and ran I knew not where, for I had lost my way. 

Finally I came upon an apparently deserted 
cabin. It was black and weather-beaten, and 
looked as though it might be inhabited by the 
ghosts of a murdered family. As I approached, 
in the awful silence of the deepening twilight, 
I trembled from head to foot. At the top of a 
solitary cedar near the house was an owl, appar- 
ently sleeping. My first idea was to ascertain 
if the place was inhabited, by throwing some- 





thing at the bird, which would strike the house 
if it missed its object. In a patch close by there 
were stray turnips decayed by alternate frosts 
and thaws. Several of these I picked up, and 
hurled one at the bird. It didn’t move. ‘The 
turnip flew harmlessly over the cedar, and struck 
with a splashing sound on the other side. 

The house was inhabited. A second after I 
heard the turnip strike, a man came tearing 
around the corner of the cabin with turnip 
trickling from his bald head down into his eyes 
and ears. Before I could tell him about my 
flight from the Slimy Flapper, he had pounded 
me almost into pulp, and | believe to this day 
that my cries awakened nature from that pulse- 
less dream, and frightened the Slimy Flapper 
to death. I.got home that night by the way of 
the public highway at nine o’clgck—just in time 
to be re-pulverized before going to bed. 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 


A WOMAN’S IDEA of economy is to eat a 
seventeen-cent ]uncheon at Macy’s, and then 
go to a matinée. 


A HALF-DOZEN New York policeman might 
make a fortune by leaving the force, and offer- 





ing themselves to Spain, to stop West Indian 
revolutions in the first round. 














A JERSEY CYCLONE. 


‘HERE is a recklessness about a Jersey cy- 
clone which at once appeals to the sensi- 
bilities of the uninitiated. During the preva- 
lence of one of these lung-teasers, which visited 
our town without license or the services of an 
advance-agent, 1 occupied a position where an 
uninterrupted view of the proceedings could be 
maintained, as I thought, without being crowded, 
or assailed by the peanut-shucks from the gal- 
lery. Lhad read the prognostications of weather- 
prophets from time to time, and waited pa- 
tiently for a rare opportunity to occur, by which 
I could visit Jersey and gather in a few shares 
of one of her boss cyclones. 

This species of entertainment always finds 
more patronage outside the home circle than 
within. It is a malignant type of the outside 
show, which is by far wilder than the wildest 
wild] West show that was ever blown across the 
area of our territory with a long-haired leader. 
‘The average out-of-door perennial show, which 
comes identified with emblazoned fence-posters, 
can usually be “run off”? under a canvas cov- 
ering something more than an acre of corn- 
field; but you couldn’t crowd the after-attrac- 
tion of one of these March visitors into ten 
times that amount of space. Free shows always 
draw better than those which charge an en- 
trance-almission. ‘This is why the Jersey cy- 
clone has been so successful of late, 

I have been saved the pain and dishonor of 
a law-suit with my hay-seed neighbor by a 
means which I know Providence alone or- 
dained specially to serve my purpose. ‘This 
man had concluded last haying-time to econ- 
omize space by building a hay-rick against my 
house in such a way as to obscure the light 
from the best window I owned. While I was 
on my way to consult a lawyer about the mat- 
ter, 1 saw. the sky taking on an olive-green tint; 
then the dust rose -up, squirmed about for a 
while, and tried to settle down again. So did I 





| 


try to settle down; but the cyclone caught and | 


flung me against a rail-fence with great play- | 


fulness,'and 1 had scarcely become disentan- 
gled from the rails, when | saw my neighbor’s 
hay-rick sailing like a balloon above me, and, 
notwithstanding my devotion to gathering up 
my lost energies, I watched the great cone- 
shaped mass wending its way across the inky 
horizon, and became happy. I heard, several 
days later, that it was still traveling in a south- 
easterly direction. 


‘There is another eccentricity about the Jer- 
sey cyclone: it makes itself its own confidant. 
You never know it is coming; but you may best 
expect it when “ Old Prob” denies its approach, 
I have had an experience of eight days with 
this style of grand uncertainty, and have been 
taught to realize that a cyclone is advancing 
when the sky assumes a genuine bath-brick hue. 
‘This is caused by the peculiar tint of the Jersey 
soil, which, when it rises, gives the. sky this 
s.range color. I give you this “tip” so that you 
will not think you have struck a phenomenon 
when you are caught unawares, and thrown 
within reach of the burliest bull-dog in town, 


Washerwomen in our district have become 
despondent and morose of late since the March 
zephyr can strip more whole washes from their 
lines than twice their number could hang out. 
This fact never became more painfully appar- 
ent to me than when first advised of a shirt 
bearing the initials A. W. M. having been found 
clinging to a currant-bush on a farm in an ad- 
joining county. ‘The loss of the shirt was not 
so bad; but it carried its identity with it. 

Our pet spaniel has not been home for three 
days. He was last seen bucking against the 
wind a mile away from our friendly abode, hav- 
ing been carried off on the breeze while trying 
to tree a cat. 


The cat has also disappeared, 
' 





* PUCK. 


and it is believed she is still clinging to the bliz- 
zard, and afraid to drop off. 

I was asked to give an estimate of how fast 
the cyclone was traveling on one of its best 
days. Being somewhat excited with the ex- 
perience of the day before, I replied, in an un- 
guarded moment: “Seventeen miles per min- 
ute.” ‘This estimate was printed in the Dazly 
Visitor, the day following, as coming from an 
authority. I felt torn up when | saw. such an 
assertion credited to me, and was compelled to 
publish a contradiction in the next issue to the 
effect that the wind at the time specified was 
actually traveling thirty-eight miles per second, 

When you feel disposed to investigate into 
the true inwardness of the genuine Jersey cy- 
clone, you want to banish from your mind all 
the prejudices caused by the often told tales of 
the Western blizzard, and settle down for some- 
thing worth your waste of vitality. 

If you have punched sand-bags, and spent 
years of hardship with the coast patrol, then 


-you may feel inspired with sufficient confidence 


to.enable you to brace up to the occasion, Oth- 
erwise, stay at home, and bury yourself against 
the cellar-furnace, and listen to the zolian rhap- 
sodies, as they are wafted to your ear throygh 
the draft-pipe extending to the chimney. 

A Jersey cyclone is a splendid thing to look 
at, a noble thing to get mixed up in, and one 
of the most thorough exponents of scientific 
rough-and-tumble thumping that you ever came 
in contact with. And besides all this, it gives you 
the largest number of dislocated shutters and 
fence-gates to hunt up of anything of a similar 
nature which I could suggest. 

A. W. MUNKITTRICK. 


Miss JENNIE CHAMBERLAIN, the famous beau- 
ty, has returned to her home in Cleveland. She 
denies indignantly that she gave the Prince of 
Wales his pet name of Jumbo. ‘This relieves 
an anxious continent of a world of care. We 
were afraid that in a moment of thoughtless- 
ness she might have done so, 
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RANDOM REMARKS. 


BISMARCK doesn’t care anything about the 
wires, but he thinks the Poles ought to be 
put underground, 
HEnry J AMEs has finished “ The Bostonians,” 
Henry, by the way, stands alone in this respect. 
Nobody else has finished it. 


A CABLE DISPATCH states that Queen Victoria 
attended a special performance of the circus at 
Windsor on Thursday. Probably the Prince 
wanted to go, and there was no one to take him 
but his mother. 


Mr. GLADsTONE’s desire to grant a separate 
Parliament to Ireland is said to meet with the 
disapproval of several Irish-American patriots, 
Mr. Gladstone is evidently making a serious 
blunder. He should locate the new Parliament 
in New York. 


New York would be better off without any 
free library at all than with a political free li- 
brary.— Mew York Sun. For all practical pur- 
poses, yes. ‘The New York politician, as far 
back as our recollections serve us, has had no 
use for a library of any kind. 


‘THE Urica Herald says that Col. Payne, of 
the Standard Oil Company, has given his sister, 
Mrs. Secretary Whitney, a check for $500,000, 
“not to keep, but to spend for the entertainment 
of her friends.” If Mrs. Whitney thinks that 
we are not a stanch friend of hers, she is very 
much mistaken, 


WILLIAM, THE young son of James Morrison, 
of Iron Knob, has killed his grandfather and 
blown his father’s house up with giant-powder 
while on a drunken spree. ‘There seems to be 
something almost fatal about the name. When 
one Morrison’s Dill is making trouble, another 
one is pretty certain to be, 
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Eniror-1x-CuirF (¢o nev city editer).—Were you, sir— youre a fin: man to be editing a paper in these 
days! You've let the Semsation man get the beat on us by two murders and a suicide and three elopements— 


and, by jingo, he’s got two columns more of display hcads than we have! Young man, you'll ruin the pape 
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A HISTORICAL PARALLEL.—POLITICAL 
The Diet of Worms, 1521.—The U 
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TICAL REFORM FINDS ITS LUTHER.» . 
521.—The U. S. Senate, 1886. ~e 
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CONFESSIONS OF A HASH-EATER. 


With Apologies to De Quincey. 





SEecrION III. 
EADER, I have already told you some of 
the miseries which came upon me from eat- 
ing hash; but the worst is not told yet. I fear 
it never will be. You, perchance, fear that it 
will. Have patience. My time will come. 

Shall I tell you how my whole philosophy of 
life became colored by hash fancies? Shall I 
lift to you the veil of the secret soul, and show 
you its dark and dismal workings ?* 

But that. 1 am forbid to disclose the secrets 
of my hash-house, I could a tale unfold that 
would harrow you all up, and cause each par- 
ticular hair upon your head to stand up and 
kick audibly. I may not tell you all, but some 
of it you shall know, 

I came to look upon this world as a mere 
hash of a place. The men were the big pieces 
of solid beef, the women. the tender bits, the 
children the cold, sad potatos, and the unpleas- 
ant people the bits of unwelcome bone, the but- 
tons and the suspender-buckles without which 
hash is an unreal mockery. 

When I went to the theatre and saw the gaily 
dressed crowds of men and women sitting in 
the orchestra stails, and idly chattering sense- 
less nonsense as the play proceeded, | would 
shake my head sadly and say: ‘“ Hash!” 

When the curtain went up, and the actors 
and actresses appeared upon the mimic boards, 
and spouted speeches and performed actions 
called from dead and forgotten dramas, or 
stolen from novels and French plays, again | 
said: ‘ Hash!” 

When I bought the Syuintury or Carper’s, 
and read the latest story by Hank Jamesey or 
Mary Shallop Feet, I dropped a silent tear and 
murmured: ** Hash,” 

When I picked up the Wail and Suppress in 
the evening and read the literary notes, con- 
sisting chiefly of extracts from foreign maga- 
zines and quotations from new books, carefully 
compiled at so many dollars per column by 
Richard Stenry Hoddard, I invariabiy ejacu- 
lated: “ Hash.” 

When I unfolded the Suz in the morning to 
read the news, and found it all besprinkled with 
hideous pictorial nightmares, I swore in my 
beard: “ Hash.” 

When I went to the American Opera and 
heard a German tenor, a Kentucky contralto, 
a Boston bass, and an English buffo, and saw 
an Italian ballet, drilled by a French ballet- 
master, I cried: “‘ Hash—inharmonious hash!”’ 

When I took a walk down Broadway and 
across City Hall Park, and beheld the Z7ribune 
Building and the new Potter Building, I sighed: 
“ Hash—architectural hash!”? 

And when I entered the City Hall, and by 
accident strolled into the Aldermanic chamber 
and saw the Board in session, 1 muttered: “ Hash 
—boodle hash.” 

When I went to a ball at the Metropolitan 
Opera House, and gazed down from my high 
seat in the gallery at the mixed throng on the 
floor below, I said, emphatically: “ Hash—and 
mighty poor hash at that.” 

It seems sad that a man’s mind should look 
upon all things as a mere compound of myster- 
ies, does it not? Horaceadvised men to seek 
not to know what to-morrow would bring forth, 
Who could wish to know that with the inevita- 
ble certainty on his mind that all must be hash, 
nothing but hash ? 

Reader—dear old George W. Reader—I feel 
thit by this time you are my friend, You pity 
me, 1 know. I also pity you. For, do I not 
know that however good or great you may be, 
you are still only an infinitesimal atom in the 
great universe of hash? 





* I shall. we 
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CusTOMER.—I wish you to make me a costume, and have it finished by Wednesday evening, with- 
out fail. Our Amateur Dramatic Society gives ‘The Mikado,” and I am to be one of the ‘‘ Three Little 
Maids from School.” 


Forgive me if the assertion seems blunt on! 


CURRENT COMMENT. 
rude. Its truth must be its apology. I, too, am 


hash—only that, and nothing more. Permit A ScREAMING FARCE —Mapleson’s Opera. 
me to paraphrase. , 





Spirit of Nature! here 
In this interminable wilderness 
Of hash, at whose immensity 
Even soaring broiled quail staggers, 
Here is thy fitting temple. 


Mr. CHAMBERLAIN and his daughter, Miss. 
Chamberlayne, are at their home in Cleveland, 


Davip Davis wants to re-enter politics. We 
are agreeable. Somebody take down one side 
P of the building and let him in. 

In the spring a livelier wrestle goeth on for solid cash; ——— 
Inthe spring a young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts HENRY WATTERSON is out of danger, and the 
a Star-Eyed Goddess has thrown herself down on 
And yet once more: the lounge for a little needed rest. 


And again: 


’T is better to eat hash and die 


Than never to eat hash at all. Wirh ‘TALMAGE in Brooklyn and Sam Jones. 


’ : in Chicago, Buffalo, Pittsburgh and intermedi- 
And now my theme has died into an echo. | ate stations seem to be playing in great luck. 
The hand that was girt with strong hope and ; 
fired with life is trembling, weak and faint. I Like THE youth who “bore mid snow and 
go. But ere I go, I shall send in a bill to the | jee the Albany legislator insists upon trying 
editor for this article, and when the fair green | the “pass”; but it is simple justice to add that 

check comes floating inward on the morning | jj, motto in life is not “Excelsior,” 

mail, I shall hasten to the corner restaurant, 
look significantly at the waiter, hear him call A PLUMBER, WHO was on his way to fix a 
the old familiar call: “ Brown the hash,” eat it, | frozen water-pipe during the recent gale in this 
and lie down to pleasant dreams. “‘'I'o sleep, | city, was blown against a lamp-post and had a 
perchance to dream —ay, there’s the rub.” To leg broken. “”Tis an ill wind,” etc. 
dream—that is what I am thirsting for. 

One word before Igo. Reader, Ihave glanced | Oy, rHar the wonderful wand of a wizard 

back over these confessions, and I am convinced, | Might waft one away to the land of the lizard! 
as you must be, that they are, after all-nothing | Where never a blizzard 

but “ Hash.” W. J. HENDERSON. Congealeth one’s gizzard, 

And maketh one cuss things from A unto Izzarp! 











WE READ of a French Canadian, named 
Maxime Boyler, having consumed sixteen 
glasses of whiskey on a wager, and then expir- 

MaGazINE Epitor.—I am sorry, sir, but we | ing. If some future generation should disinter 
have matter enough on hand to last five years. | his remains, they will probably be found in a 

ContRiputor.— But this is an article on the | state of perfect preservation. 
late war. | ——- 

Epitor.— Oh!! ‘THE MAD DOG business in New Jersey has 

Con1RIBUTOR.—Yes, sirree! It explains the | been a great thing for the state. So many of 
rebel victory at the first skirmish in the Wilder- | its citizens have visited Paris, and imbibed to 
ness, and establishes the falsity of the report a certain extent its culture and refinement, that 
that forty mules were captured by the enemy now it is a rare thing to see a Jerseyman at the 
on that memorable occasion. table with his coat off and his sleeves rolled up. 

Epitor.—It’s just in time for the next issue. | He doesn’t roll up his sleeves any more. 


AN INTERESTING ARTICLE. 
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BUSINESS. 


BOY.—Please, *m, help. 
Otp Lapy.—What do you want, boy? 

B.—Please, ’m, some cold vittles and a couple 
cents to buy some coal wid. 

O. L.—Have you no father ? 

B.—Yes, ’m; but he fell on de razor de ud- 
der day and broke ’is leg. 
O. L.—Gracious me! 

mother do? 

B.—Oh, she’s hittin’ de pipe mos’ de time. 

O. L.—Eh? 

B.—Yes, ’m, hittin’ de pipe; when she ain’t 
hittin’ de pipe she’s cleanin’ de growler. 

O. L.—Hitting a pipe! Cleaning a growler! 
What can the boy mean? Have you no sisters 
or brothers ? 

B.—Oh, yes, ’m. I got a sister; but she’s got 
a beau, and she’s done fur business. 

O. L.—Hum. But your brothers? 

B.—Oh, | got a brother; but he’s in de mock 
auction business, 

O. L.—Mock auction? What is that, boy? 

B.—Please, ’m, I don’t know. Some cold 
vittles, please, ’m. 

O. L.— Can’t he help support the family ? 

B.—No, ’m; he sez as how all his perkesites 
goes to de perlice. Some cold vittles, please, ’m 

O. L.—Well, well, well; but who supports 
the family ? 

B.—I does, ’m, as well as [ can, 

O, L.—You ? 

B.—Yes,’m, me. Please,’m, some cold vittles. 

O, L.—But what do you do? 

B.—What do Ido? Why, what am I a-doin’ 
now? Please, ’m, some— M. H. B. 





But what does your 





GEMS FROM THE VEDAS. 


N the Ram Whack Ah of Bundel em Up, 
probably the oldest literature of the oldest 
civilization on the globe, occurs the following: 
One day, while the sage Burrama Dehn was 
pondering by the seashore, an eagle that had 
stolen a pie from a neighboring restaurant mis 
took the bald head of the sage for a rock, and 
let the pie fall upon it. The pie was uninjured, 
but the head of the sage was split in three direc- 
tions, so that all his brainsran out. He was in- 
sensible of his loss, and, returning to his study, | 
continued for several thousand years to write 
leading articles on political economy. 

Chunder Ram Chowder, the revered and holy 
Marmalade of Dowwallagalla, when a young 
prince, was enamored of a beautiful girl, the 
daughter of a merchant. He pawned his dress- 
suit, and for three days fed the object of his 
love with ice-cream and caramels. At the end 
of this short siege, having persuaded her that 
his facilities were unequaled for continuing to | 
supply her with unlimited quantities of caramels | 
and ice-cream for an indefinite period, she 
yielded, and agreed to depart with him to the 
wilderness, ‘That night, while the prince was 
loitering under her window with a ladder, her | 
father appeared and kicked him clear over the 
top of a grove of banyan-trees, and when he 
came down a bull-dog as big as a yearling calf 
was waiting for him, and sat down with him to 
a plain but substantial luncheon, at which, how- 
ever, the prince ate nothing. ‘The next morn- 
ing, on his way to the hospital, the beautiful girl 
met him and said, reproachfully: ‘ Last night 
you were to fly with me.” “Ah, yes,”’ replied 
Chunder Ram Chowder: “ but last night your 
father was too fly for me.” He then entered 
the convent of the Hadda Nuff Ghang, who 
took upon themselves vows of celibacy, and 
wore sheet-iron ; nor did he again see his charmer | 
until five years afterward, when he met her at 
the funeral of her third husband, the other two 





_ having been divorced. 


Maouaouwaow (*the nightingale that sings. 
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for stamps”’) had a voice like the brindled bull 
of Cashmere, and was a prima-donna in the 


days of Bungalow the Just, and was billed to | 


sing in native opera in Babble Mandel for 
5,000 lacs a night. But when the evening came 
she refused to sing, and presented a physician’s 
certificate to the effect that she had a severe 
cold. ‘What will you take for your'cold ?” 
asked the monarch, who was ex-officio manager 
of the opera-house. “I will take 10,000 lacs a 
note,” replied the prima-donna, sweetly: “it 
is that kind of cold.” Whereupon the royal 
manager ordered her lungs to be drawn out 
with an instrument made for that purpose, and 
subscribed her to the relief-fund of the Mika- 
dos, a wandering tribe in the provinces who 
were in extremely destitute circumstances, hav- 
ing been out of missionaries for several weeks. 
This happy termination of the affair was all 
that saved it from being a chestnut.—odert 
J. Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 


A LETTER has been found that was mailed 
eighty-three years ago at Cambridge, Mass., 
and has not yet reached its destination. This 
proves that the immediate delivery system has 
been in vogue some time.— Binghampton Re- 
publican. 


IRATE CusToMER (aé bankrupt sale).—See 
here! Both the shoes you sold me are alike; 
neither is right, they’re both of them left. 

Von Failsky (consoling/y).—Vell, Matam, it’s 
a cohld day.—Catifornia Maverick, 

ANOTHER WASHOUT—On the clothes-line.— 
fTartford Journal. 





y 


HONEST 
Mistress.—Why, Katy, | am more than pleased. Y 
always in a good humor. 
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SCHOOLMASTER.—Who invented spectacles? 
First Pupil.—Spina, a Florentine monk, 
Second Pupil.—Roger Bacon. 

Third Pupil.—Salvino Armato d’Armati,: 

Fourth Pupil (excitedly, and without regard 
to grammar).—No, they didn’t, neither. Spec- 
tacles was invented by the Kiralfy Brothers. — 
Philadelphia Call, 

VassaR COLLEGE has received some ferns 
from Hawaii. ‘They are said to be too lovely 
for anything, and much more interesting than 
horrid old botany.— Philadelphia Call. 

A GRAMMARIAN would, no doubt, define 
Aadam’s original position as “ first person, singu- 
lar.°— Pittsburgh Chronicle. 


Dumb bells are a nuisance, Indian clubs are a burden; 
walking when one is tired is not particularly a pleasure; 
but from the time I was first able to put my legs across a 
bicycle and go round the room of the Columbia Bicycle 
School by mysclf I have never had but intense pleasure 


every time I have mounted that machine. 


Rev. George Pentecost. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
ind all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 


it known to his suffering f llows. Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by addresse 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, W. A. Novss, 7¢9 Power's 
Block, Rochester, N. ¥. 271 





AS WELL 
ou Keep the house twice as clean as my last gitl, and you are 


Katy.—To tell the honest truth, Ma’am, I don’t deserve half the credit. It is the Sapolio that makes the wor so 


THEFT OF REPUTATION. 


light, and Keeps me so contented 


Theft is not confined to stealing money. 


Indeed, that is the Jeast common form of theft. Men who sell other cheap scour 


ing soaps when they ave asked for Sapolio (not eae wey | representing them to be the genuine article), steal our reputation, 
c 


our money, our good name, and not this only—the heat the: 


ir cust'mers. Honest merchants, honest purchasers, an honest 


trade and the honest community should turn away from all such pract'ces, and determine not to cheat or be cheated 


What is Sapolio? It is a solid, handsome cake of scouring soap, which has no equal for all scouring purposes except the 
laundry. To use it is to value it. What will Sapoliodo? Why, it will clean paint, make oil-clo.hs bright, and give the floors, 


tables and shelves a new appearance. It will take 


Enives and forks with it, an 


the grease off the dishes, and off the pots and pans. 
rake the tin things shi~e brightly. The wash-basin, the bath tub, even the greasy kitchen sink, 


You can scour the 


will be as clean as a new pin if you use Sapolio. One cake w'll prove all we say. Be aclever housekeeper and try 1t. — 


of imitations. There is but one Sapolio. 


Enoch Morgan’s Sons Co., N. Y. 
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FRED Brown's 
GINGER | 


WILL Cure Gramp and 
Colic. 


WILL relieve Hatulence 
from over cating. 


WILL serve better than 
mustard in a foot 





























bath. 


Used on flannel instead 





of a Mustard Plaster, 
WILL redden the skin; 


WILL NOT blister. 


























OUR SPRING STOCK 
OF APPAREL IS NOW COMPLETE. 
SPECIAL EXHIBIT. 


SCOTCH HOMESPUNS, CHEVIOTS AND TWEEDS. 


OWN IMPORTATION. 
TO ORDER. 
Imported Diagonal Suits from $25 00. 
Business Suits from $20.00. 


Trousers from $5 00. Spring Overcoats from $16.00. 


Samples and Rules for Selfmeasure Mailed on Application. 


We Seilore 


Nos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery, 
and 
BROADWAY COR. oth STREET, 


Opposite Stewart's, New York. 
Estimates furnished for Liveries and Uniforms. 


Full Dress Suits from $39.co. 





DEsPAIRINGLY writes a Brooklyn housekeeper: 
“ How can I tell a good cook ?”” Well, that de 
pends on what you want to tell her. If you 
want to tell her that she may run a free lunch 
in the kitchen for the entire police force, you 
can say so right to her face; but if you want to 
tell her that she doesn’t know enough about 
cooking to starve an orphanage decently, you 
had better go to Europe and send her a prepaid 
“cablegram” to that effect.— Brooklyn Eagle. 


Mr. Bow.es.—1 guess that’s a cheap cigar 
you’re smoking. 
Mr. Jowles.—Yes, I swore off using tobacco 
the first of the year.— Boston Courier. 
COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
AND TRICYCLES. 


Reduction in Prices and Many Improvements. 
















IR Spring Catalogue Sent Free. 
AIS: y THE POPE MFG. CO., 
MW 597 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 


4 12 WARREN Street, New York. 
BRANCH HOUSES: } 115 WaBAsH AvieNnuE, CHICAGO, 








“Can I tell when the millennium will come,” 
my son? Indeed I can. It won’t come at all. 
You can just stake your happiness on that. The 
millennium doesn’t come to us; we go to the 
millennium or we don’t, as the case may be, but 
in any event it won’t come to us, I think I 
have known some people who have already 
walked in the first years of it, and I know some 
men who, if they lived for ten million years, 
would never catch up with it, or if they did, 
they’d dive clear under it.— Brooklyn Eagle, 

“You are the manager of the road ?” 

“Yes, sir. What can I do for you?” 

“TI see you are cutting rates to California.” 

“Yes, sir.”? 

“Well, I called to see if I could get a pass, 
I didn’t like to ask you for one when the rates 
were up—don’t like to be too hard on you, you 
know—but now that they’re ’way down, of 
course, ’tain’t asking so much.””— Chicago News. 


A MAN in the coal region put a little dyna- 
mite in the cook-stove to remove clinkers. It 
removed them. It also removed three chairs, 
one table, the family cat, a twenty-four-hour 
clock, four dollars’ worth of dishes, and the 
stove. ‘The fact that the man was likewise re- 
moved, in something of a hurry, will be apt to 
prevent his mode of removing clinkers becom- 
ing popular.— Worristown Herald. 


In reply to the New England lecturer who 
asks, ‘What does a man owe his neighbors ?” 
we can say only that it depends, on whether his 
wife is one of those women who are always run- 
ning over to the next house to borrow a cup of 
sugar, or an egg, or a wad of lard.—Chicago 
ews. 


Popular discrimination in favor of Dr. Bull's Cough Syrup has 
given it a larger sale than any other remedy of ‘ts class. Price 
25 cents. 





The ‘ Exposition Universelle de l’art’ Culufaire ’”’ awarded the 
highest honors to Angostura Bitters as the most efficacious 
stimulant to excite the appetite and to keep the digestive organs 
in good order. Ask for the genuine article, manufactured only by 
Dr. J. G. B, Siegert & Sons, and beware of imitations 
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“THAT was a terrible explosion down your 
way, Ferguson.” 

“Terrible! I should say so. It beats the 
record for explosions.” 

“Why, I didn’t know that there were any 
casualties.” 

“There was one.”’ 

‘‘ What was it ?” 

“Tt woke up a messenger-boy.’’ 


Explosions are apt to be sudden, unexpected, 
and “mighty car’less.”” Insure in the United 
States Mutual Accident Association, 320 Broad- 
way, New York, on 
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Basics: 

















Toitet Soaps: 


“You have demonstrated that a fer/ectly pure 
soap may be made. I, therefore, cordially com- 
mend to ladies and to the community in general 
the employment of your pure ‘La Belle’ toilet 
soap over any adulterated article.” 





Is made from the choicest quality 
of stock, and contains a LARGE 
PERCENTAGE of GLYCERINE; 
therefore it is specially adapted for 489 
Toilet, Bath and Infants. 








GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 

















MONARCH SHIRTS 
SOLD BY LEADING es - 


WORCESTER’S 


DICTIONARY 


CIVEN AWAY! 


A Pocket Dictionary of the English Language, 
compiled from the Quarto and School 
Dictionaries of 
JOSEPH E. WORCESTER, LL. D. 

With Foreign Words and Phrases, Abbreviations, 
Rules for Spelling, and Numerous Tables. 
PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED, 208 PAGES. 
Wi'l be mailed, postage paid, and Frec of a. to 

any reader of Puck. Buy a box of DOBBI 

ELECTRIC SOAP of.any grocer (you have to use 
Soap every week, and this soap improves by age, 
and is BEST of “all). Take off ali the wrappers, 
wrap them up like a newspaper, and mail them tous. 
(Postage on them thus wrapped is only three cents.) 
After addressing the pacKage to us, W rite across the 
left hand corner of ic ‘‘ Return to,’’ etc., adding y our 
fullname and address. On receipt ‘of the wrappers, we 
will mail to you, postage paid, and free of all expense 
to you, on: : of thes: D-ctionaries. We refer to any 
Bank or Grocer in the U, S. as to our responsibility. 


I. L. Cragin & Co., 


SOUTH FOURTH ST., BELOW CHESTNUT, 
PHILADELPHIA, 493 


SERKYS’ TEA. 
GUARANTEED A, GENUINE SERKYs. DIRECT 
ROM THE ORIENT. 


It is composed bs aromatic herbs and flowers, and cele- 
brated for its wonderful health-giving virtues. It is the 
best tonic sedative and beautifier of the complexion in the 

2) world. It removes all pimples and skin eruptions, and 18 
acknowledged « specific against Dyspepsia and Bilious Disorders, Kidney. 
Malariai and Nervous Complaints, also in suppressed troubles peculiar to 
women. Gives instant relief. Invaluable for producing refreshing sleep 
Ask your druggist forit. Price 50e. and $1 per box. 


ae >’ TEA COMPANY, No. 54 West 23d Street, 
And at VANTINE’S, #77 Broadway, New York. 
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Sena one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put®up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents, Try it once. 


. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
C.F3 Madison § ’ 


t.. Chicago. 


For Midwinter sleighing comes higher than Maying, 
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I ’M glad it is going, its blowing and snowing, 
Its cold waves and blizzards, its ices and frosts; 
For it all there ’s no knowing just what I am owing, 
’Tis only a youngster can guess what it costs. 


A sail on the river costs less than a ball; 
When the opera ’s playing the fiddler you ’re paying, 
But a picnic in August costs nothing at all. 


I’m tired of its dancing, its lancers and prancing, 
Its «¢ Tuesdays,” «* At Homes,” and its «« Five o’clock 
teas,”’ 
Its social romancing, its gossip entrancing, 
I sigh for the desert, to live as I please. 
And now I affirm it, and time will confirm it, 

I ’m so tired and poor that my sins I ’Il repent, 
And I ’ll be, as they term it, a pious old hermit— 

The holiest man on the earth—during Lent. 

—R. F. Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 
SAMPLE STREET-GREETINGS, 

“ Well, how are you?” 

“Well. How are you?” 

“Well. How are the folks ?” 

“Well. How are yours?” 

“Well. Cold enough ?” 

“Well, I should smile.”’ 

“Well, so long ” 

“Well, good-by.” — Cincinnati Commercial 
Gazette. 

“ Does your son affect any particular school 
of art ?”’ asked the visitor. 

“‘ No—yes—well, he’s painting a Belladonna 
for the religious art-gallery,” replied the fond 
mother, 

The visitor left.—Hartford Journal. 


“SoME one has invented a theatre-hat that 
shuts up, to be worn by ladies.’’ ‘That’s all 


right. Now let the same party invent something 


that will hold a young man in his seat between 
the acts, and two nuisances will be abated.— 
Norristown Herald. 


Horsford’s Acid Phosphate 
As a Nerve Food. 
Dr. J. W. SmirH, Wellington, O., says: “In impaired 
nervous supply I have used it to advantage.” 








'THE LATEST LONDON SUCCESS, 


JOHN EAM & Co.'s 


lTENT PORTABLE 


TROUSERS STRETCHER, 


Awarded SILVER MEDAL, 
London International Exhibition, 1884. 
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B* the sé of this Invention Trousers are soon 

restored to their original length and shape, and 
the objectionabie “bagging at the knee” is dispensed 
with. 


Ths TENSION is obtained bya SCREWED ROD 
(as shown above), which cao be regulated as desired. 


The Rod . Bag and the whole can be packed in a Case 
7-in. by 6-in., and weighs under 3-lbs. 








OF ALL TAILORS AND OUTFITTERS THROUGHOUT 
AMERICA. 


Sole Patentees and Manufacturers — 


JOHN HAMILTON & CO., 


7 PHILIP LANE, LONDON WALL, 
LONDON, E.¢, 


519 


$0 
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CELEBRATED 


LAIN OS 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS, 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & CoO. 


CHICAGO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH 


363 CANAL STREET, N. Y. 
DEALERS IN 
Diamonds, Watches, 
Jewelry, Silverware 











and Optical Goods. 


IMMENSE REDUCTION IN Prices OF AMERI- 
CAN GOLD AND Si_vak WATcHEs, 


Regulate your watch by our « Stand- 
ard Time” Clock in front of the store, 


ESTABLISHED 1838. 











BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever ‘and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive ys rgans. A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SLEGERT & SONS. 


J. W, WOUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
61 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 


HALFORD ste 
3 SAUCE. 


rie “GREAT RELISH. 22 


EAF NE S its CAUSES and CURE, by one who was 
af a“ S deaf twenty-eight years. Treated by most ol 
the noted specialists of the day w th no benefit. Cured him- 
sel/in three months, and since then hundreds of others by 
same process. A P lain, simple and successful home treatment. 
508] Address I. S. PAG », 128 East 26th St., New York City. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves,, N. ¥. 











10 New Scrap Pictures and Agent’ s ‘Samples for 1886, 5 
cents. S.M.FOO TE, Norturorp, Conn. [479 





PILES Instant relief. Final cure m 10 days, and 
e never returns. No purge, no salve, no sup- 
pository. Sufferers will learn of a simple remedy Free, by ad- 
coming C, J. MASON, - MASON, 78 Nassau? treet, New Yosk. 440 


1 Send 6c. for po: 6c. for postage for free ¢ oatly box of goods which 
will help all to more money than anything else dn this 
world. Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure. 


# Terms mailed tree. was. RUE & Co., Augusia, Maine. 


Pickings from Puck. 


(FTRST CROP.) 


17th Epirion, Price 25 Cents, 
For Sale by all Newsdealers, 











Mailed to any part of U.S. or Canada on receipt of 30 cts. 
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“Qu, by the way, pa, dear,” said a Hartford 
young lady, as she bade him good-morning: 
“don’t forget, when you come home, to bring 
one of those—one of those—one of those—you 
know, those potato-mashers,”’ 

“Qh, no, indeed! Anything to encourage you 
in the household arts. Are you going to be the 
cook ?”” 

‘*Why, no; but, you know, I’m going to paint 
a lily of the valley on the masher end, and a 
clematis vine on the handle, and send it to the 
mission fair,” 

“Huh!’— Hartford Post. 

INDIGNANT CusToMER.—*‘ Look here! What 
do you call this ?” 

Proprietor of Cheap Restaurant (examining 
object), —*“ Looks like a shoe-string.” 

Customer.—“ Well, sir, I found that in the 
soup.” 

Proprietor (¢z alarm).—‘Not so loud, 
please.” 

Customer—“ You ought to be ashamed of—”’ 

Proprietor (#2 a whisper).—“ Pray be quiet. 
That old gentleman at the side-table might hear 
you. He has been coming here regularly for 
six months, and never got a single thing thrown 
in with the regular dinner, It might make him 
feel slighted.” —Philadelphia Call. 

THE Indians of New Mexico are very thrifty 
and economical. When bloodhounds are sent 
in pursuit of them, they shoot the dogs and eat 
them.— Burlington Free Press. 


~ ¢ Superior to any other published.” —PAi/a. Ev. Call. 7 
HONETIC SHORTHAND $1;50. Sescict in 
Mi Rohe NFOR SELF-INSTRUCTION. 


Circulars, Testimonials, Specimen Pages, &c. 33 





POPULAR CHEAP PUBLICATIONS. 


School Speakers, School Dialogues, Acting Plays, Novels, Song 
Books, Joke Books, Letter Writers, Fortune ‘Tellers, Ready 
Reckoners, Cook Books, Books on Magic, Ventriloquism, Games 
Athletics, Toilette, Etiquette, Dancing and almest every other 
subject interesting, instructive, and amusing. Full descriptive 
catalogue sent free on application to 

A. T. B. DE WITT, Publisher, 


492 No. 337 Rose Street, New York. 





IF YOU ARE MARRIED, yr contemplnte tak 

ying this important 
step, we can send you information whict you ought to know, and worth 
$100. Valuable 16-page circular mailed free, by 


488 j.S. OGILVIE & CO., 31 Rose Street, New York. 








Caution to Parents. 


HE delicate Skin 
of Infants and 
Children is partic- 
ularly liable to in- 
jury from coarse 
and unrefined 'Toi- 
let Soap, which is 
commonly adulter- 
ated with the most 
pernicious ingredi- 
ents; hence, fre- 
quently, the irrita- 
bility, redness and 
blotchy app Car- 
ance of the Skin 


Jrom which many 


children suffer, Te 
should be remem- 
bered that artifi- 
cially coloured 


Soaps are fre- ° 


quently poison- 
ous, particularly 
the Red, Blue and 
Green varieties; 
and nearly all Toi- 
let Soaps contain 
an excess of Soda, 
VERY WHITE 
SOAPS, such as 
“Curd,” usually 
contain much 
more Soda than 
others, owing to 
the use of Cocoa 


Nut Oil, which 
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makes a_ bad, 
strongly alkaline 
soap very injurious 
to the Skin, be 

sides leaving a dis- 
agreeable odour on 
it. ‘The serious 
injury to children 
resulting from 
these Soaps often 


remains  unsus 


nature’s warnings, 
until the unhealthy 
and irritable con- 
dition of the skin 
has developed into 
some unsightly 
disease, not in 
frequently bafHling 
_ theskill of the most 
eminent Derma- 


tologists. 


EARS’ trans- 
parent Soap 

is recommended as 
ABSOLUTELY 
PURE; free from 
excess of alkali 
(soda), and from 
artificial colouring 
matter, It is also 
delightfully perfumed, 
and remarkably dura- 


Dle, It has been in 
PEGIALTY ror NFANTS good repute nearly 
. 100 YEARS, 


And OKktained Dilteen Sntet_national Puye Mbekals.—TGior Sole Evepwhere 





pected in spite of 


Every Saloon, Hotel and Restaurant A PITTSBURGH woman has four diamonds set @ F R L FE D’OR 


Needs a Standard Beer Pump. It preserves beer and ale, and | in her front teeth. Pennsylvania is the only 
keeps the life in it, to the last glass. It saves its cost in a very 


short time. Price low, and machine reliable. Ask your plumb- state we know of where diamond-drills are 
er for it, or write STANDARD PUMP M'F' cé., needed to get through the beef.— Boston Post. | SEA MEPALSIN SE 
448 143 Eim Street, New York 
Dry and Extra Dry. 


_i78 Duane St., N. Y¥.— 
BOKER'S BIT TERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


Hossfeld & Wierl, 


PURE 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


| Buda-Pesth & 39 Broad St., N.Y. 
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EDEN MUSEE 55 West 23rd Street. 
e Open from 11 to 11. Sundays from 
lto11.—Wonderful Tableanx and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 
=Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Vi sin thé Winter 
Garden every afternoon aad evening. Admission to all, {0 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25 cons. 


IMPORTED IN BOTTLES A SPECIALTY. 








America’s Favorite 
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Spring Styles. 


Will exhibit a choice selection 
of the latest Novelties in Plaid, 
Striped and Figured Velvets for 

arniture and Wraps, Plain and 

igured Pongees, Velvet brena- 
dines and Beaded bazes, Crepe 
de Chine, etc. 


Broadsoasy A> 19th ot. 


New York. 


THe DisTINGUISHED POPULARITY OF 
LITE. “QEC” 
Champagne. 


DELICATE FLAVOR, STANDARD PuRITY 
AND DRYNESS. 


BINET FILS & @™ 
REIMS, FRANCE. 


S. H. MAY & CO,., 


SOLE AGENTS, 
58 WARREN STREET, 





NEW YORK. 











VOLUME XVIII. OF PUCK 
JUST COMPLETED. 
Contains 416 pages and 575 illustrations, viz. : 
26 double. page illuminated cartoons, 
52 single-page “6 “6 
497 illustrations in black and white. 
Contributions by the best ese writers in the country. 


Price, unbound - - - - - $2.50 
Bound in cloth, with te. "page , and index, 3.75 
Half morocco se “ “s 


Unbound copies of ey XVIIL., if in oul ails 
tion, will be exchanged for bound copies. 

In cloth, with title-page and index, for $1.25 
Half morocco, ss ‘6 4 2,00 
(Postage on bound edule 50 cents.) 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANYN, Publishers, 
S. W. Cor. of Houston and Mulberry Streets. 
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AFTER TENNYSON—SOME DISTANCE, 
The following was written several years ago 
by the late George T. Lanigan, and has never 
before been published. It was found among 
some manuscripts of his in this office.—Eb. 

Snake, snake, snake! 
Snake in my boots, D. T.! 
I would that my pen could write out 
All about the menagerie. 
Oh, well for the Murphy man 
That he lectures at so much a day; 
And well for the candidate 
‘That makes Prohibition pay. 
And the stately snakes squirm on, 
Each long as a plumber’s bill; 
But, oh, for the touch of a cocktail bland, 
Or the juice of a vanished still! 
Snake, snake, snake! 
Snake in my boots, D. T.! 
And the tender grace of a monkey red 
Forever comes back to me, 
—Drake'’s Magazine. 
THE DyInG SOAPMAN, 
[ 7his story ts not by the late Huzh Conway. } 

It was toward the close of a February day. 

The shriek of the newsboy. mendeciously 
working off his left-over papers in the dim twi- 
light under the firm-name and style of “ evening 
edition,” was heard in the street below. 

The*dull thud of the snow-slide, as it obeyed 
the inexorable law of gravitation, discovered hy 
Newton in a moment of thoughtlessness, which 
he, no doubt, often afterward repented, came 
floating softly upon the chill, pneumoniac air, 
mingled with the howls and imprecations of its 
victims. But they fell upon ears deaf to all 
earthly sounds, Even a cornet, into which an 
amateur performer was industriously stuffing 
wind, failed to make any impression whatever. 

Upon a four-hundred-dollar brass bedstead 
in an upper room the millionaire inventor of 
Celluloid Soap lay dying. No one knew any 
better than he of the time-honored literary cus- 
tom that prescribed a “ rude”? couch, or at least 
a “low” one, as the only suitable death-bed ; 
but he, alas! had been stricken down too sud- 
denly to choose, and was too sick to be moved, 
This incongruity, however, was recognized by 
those whe stood at his ‘bedside, and cast a 
gloom over the whole company. 

Hark! The dying man’s lips moved as if in 
speech, and he smiled softly. One of the group 
bent to catch his words. He listened in a tele- 
phonic manner for several minutes, and then 
raising his head, remarked reverently: 

“‘ He says Celluloid Soap is the best.” 

Suddenly the dying man raised himself upon 
his elbow, and groping beneath his pillow, pro- 
duced a packet of letters tied with a white rib- 
bon yellowed by age and perspiration. 

Some of the group turned away their heads, 
and a tear of sympathy with the old man’s life 
romance glittered in many an eye. One man, 
a distant relative with but a remote interest in 
the will, yawned slightly at this point, but 
adroitly covered it up with a timely sob. 

The dying man kissed the es and his 
dull eye brightened. 

“ Ask your grocer for it,’’ he said, in a hoarse 
whisper, and then fell heavily back. 

The house-cat vocalized upon the back-fence, 
and the servant-girl moved nimbly about the 
kitchen frying flapjacks for tea; but the great 
heart of their master was stilled forever. 
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With reverent hands an aunt-by-marriage— | ~ 
she had shaken sixes and thus won the privilege 
—untied the time-stained ribbon and opened 
the packet. Within were some fifty letters in 
different handwritings. They were orders, and 
the least of them called for five hundred gross 
of Celluloid Soap. 

This was the romance in the dead man’s life. 
—F. E. Chase, in Detroit Free Press. 


*By permission of the great-grandchildren ot the original author 








FOR SALE.—NINE VOLS. “PUCK.” 
From March rath 1879to Aug st 29th, 1883, (Two copies miss- 





ing.) Address W. P. Mitts, 5 N. Calvert Street, Baltimore. 
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lowe my 
estoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 
REMEDIES” 








| ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tore 
tures, Eczema, Psoriasis, Scrofula and Infantile Humors 
cured by the Curicura Kemepies. 

Cuticura Resotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities aud poisonous elements, and 
removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly a'lays Itching and In- 
flammation, clears the Skin and Scaip, heals Ulcers and restores 
the Hair. 

Curticura Soar, an one isite Skin Reautifier, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, | jaby Humors, Skin Biemishes, Chapped 
and Oily Skin, 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curicura, soc.; Soar, 25c.; Resorv- 
ENT, $1. repared by the Portex DruG anv CHemicas Co., 
Boston, 

= Send for * “* How to Cure Skin Deseases.”” 





Sharp, Seddon. Sciatic, Neuralgic, Rheumatic and Nervous 
Pains instantly relieved by Curicura Anti-Pain PLaster, 
25 cents. 


SCOTT’S 
EMULSION 









OF PURE COD LIVER O11 
And Hypophosphites of Lime & Soda 


Almost as Palatable as Milk. 


The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 
by delicate stomachs. 

AND AS A REMEDY — CONSUMPTION. 
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and endo yt 312 
in the countries of the world. 


FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 


Hales Honey 


HOREHOUND AND TAR 


For Persons of All Ages. 


A wonderfal Cure for Coughs, Colds, 
Bronchitis and Consumption. 


IT BANISHES COUGHS (acute or 
mr~@ chronic) and BREAKS UP COLDS 
Gy like magic. IT CURES, in fact, 
, "@ where other remedies have failed; 
is great efficacy HAS BEEN PROVED and its 
superiority extensively ACKNOWLEDGED. 


ax Children derive great benefit from its sooth- 
ing properties when suffering with Croup and 
Whooping Cough. gg Every family should keep it in 
readiness. Price, 25c., soc , and $1 00 per bottle—largest, cheap- 
est. Sold by all Druggists. 468 


Pike’s Toothache Drops Cure in ‘One Minute. 


“German Corn Remover Cures Corns and Bunions 


Pickings from Puck. 


(FIRST CROP.) 


17th Epirion, 
For Sale by all Newsdealers. 





























Price 25 Cents. 


| Mailed to any part of U. S. or Canada on receipt of 30 cts. 


{ NOTICE! 
ENFORCEMENT 
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EXCISE LAW! 
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A NEW DUTY FOR OUR POLICE PROTECTORS. 


Pousce Carraw (time, Saturday wight, 11:59),—N Baie 
. ow, boys, your disguises are perfect, and I expect you to make 4 large haul of saloon-keepers before morning—the Excise Law must and shall be enforced ! 





